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All my life, in a funny way, seems to have led up to
the last year, and it's aU been such a hurry-scurry of a
life. Now I feel that I have done what I was born to
do. The great wave has crashed up against the rock,
and now all the bubbles and ripples and little me slip
back into a quiet pool of the sea. I am getting even
more sentimental than you—in spite of the Censor's
cold and unpoetic eye!—but that's how I feel, quite
peaceful and calm. Tell me about W. if you think
of it and Maud Gonne. Give my love to the doctor,
M	and all of them.   I love Susan's verse on my
card.  Wish her a very happy Christmas, with my love.
I got three copies of that one, but none of the others.
I had a really lovely dream the other night: try and
interpret. A wonderful crimson sun rose in the corner
of my cell, slowly passed up and along and stood over
my head. It was followed by a gold one and that by
a blue one, and they all gave such wonderful lights,
and when they passed over my head they left a
wonderful opalescent glow of colours that mix and yet
keep their own peculiar qualities. It is difficult to
explain but it was wonderfully beautiful.
Still more cards came to-day. Such a joy. I
inquired about yours, and it came, but I cannot have
it until the Home Office has been consulted and
approved! My curiosity is most vivid ! What can
you have put on it ?
I am so glad that the * Aonach' went off so well, and
love all the news about the Hall.   M	and the dear
doctor are splendid.   Good luck to them and to M	
and the paper. My soul feels flattered and I'm longing
to see you again. It will be quite soon now. I hope
it will be all right about Clare A.
Some of my * army * sent me cards.   I never had so
many in all my life before.  Mrs. M	R	sent me
such a lovely one.   Try and meet her.   She paints

